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T*. es hive ee be dealt with by 
their admirers, as well as oppoſers ; the firſt 
have been ſtudious to find a merit which is not in 
them, and the latter to depreciate that which *. 
evidently their characteriſtic. It has been well ob= 
ſerved concerning religious affairs, chat the hypo- 
criſy of one age makes way for the atheiſm of the 
next; and it is equally true in the flate of letters, 
thatclaſlical bigotry is ſucceeded by claffical infdelity- 
To have ſuppoſed any thing leſd chan perfection in 
a Greek author, would haye formerly been cenſured 
as downright blaſphemy, and the whole tribe of 
commentators, viri clariſſimi obſcuriſſimique, would 
r like a modern Apdllo, 
724% ex cathedr#: and to ſpeak of them node with 
any deference at all, muſt incur the imputation of 
villainons pedantry, with the mob of gentlemen who 
have read and deſpiſed them in the faithleſs tranſla- 
tions of the French, and paſſed their critical judg- 
ment on. the originals, from Gr MG VERT 
R | | 


72694 c. 


It muſt be owned, nevertheleſs, that the greateſt 
hurt / which the antient dramatic writers have receiv- 

ed, has been from their profeſſed friends; 1 whoſe blind 
zeal has led them into ſervile imitations” and mide 
them content to copy nature at ſecond-hand, not 
daring to truſt their fancy with one flight out of the 
pale of antiquity. An abſurdity not to be equalled; 
except by the painter who affirmed, that, in order 
to paint a good tree, it was not neceſſary that the 
artiſt ſhould ever have ſeen one, provided he was 
converſant with the inimitable defigns of even. | 


To this afefied admiration of the Greeks, we owe 
thoſe laboured and, jejune things called tragedies on 
the antient plan. A plan which it as ill becomes a 
modern to attempt, as if he were to walk the ſtreets 
of London in the habit of an Athenian. 35 


lmitations of this kind rather botray à poverty of 
genius, than guy ſuperior faculties of judgment; 
' while taſte, as it is called, affectedly endeavours to 
ſtuff out the thinneſs of invention, by the ſtrange 
-unnatural aſſiſtance of chorus, which is by no means 
the moſt ſtriking part in the antient drama, and, in 
the modern, little better than the purpurexs parnus of 
| Horace aukwardly ſewed on; nor of any other 
| ſervice than to introduce ſome ready made odes of 
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PREFACE bit 
declamatory and deſcriptive poetry, But this ab- 
ſurdity has of late undergone many improvements. 


The Engliſh language + has learnt to halt upon 


Grecian feet, and poor harmleſs words have been 
metamorphoſed into ſuch hard names as 


« Amaze th* unlearned, make the learned ſmile.” 


Yet it may be ſome conſolation to the Engliſh 


reader, to find that the facetious Quinbus Fleſtrin, 
the Lilliputian poet, and the celebrated Mr. Glover, 
the claſſical author of Medea, have both made uſe 


of the /ame ETI meaſure. 


The charaReriſtic of the antients is ſimplicity, 
and, in the elegant conſtruction of their fable, they 
have hitherto ſtood. unequalled. Struck with their 
beauties, but not blind to their errors, or implicitly 


attached to follow them in all their modes of tragedy, - 


the ſablime and pathetic author of the following 
piece, has improved upon his maſters ; and has 
written, if I may be allowed the expreſſion, not 


according to the letter, but the foirit of thoſe great 


originals. 


It is eaſy to perceive that our author has an in- 
timate acquaintance with the Greek ſtage ; and the 
tragedy before us has a particular reſemblance with 
the EEdipus Coloneus of Sophocles. 
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In the Greek poet the ſubject is the death of 
@dipus, foretold indeed by an oracle, and of which 


3 by certain figns and omens. 


A. * 


7 


For know, the God 


Who *gainſt unhappy Edipus denounced 


nnumber'd woes, foretold that here at laſt 
I ſhould have reſt, within this hallow'd grove, 
'Theſe hoſpitable ſhades, and finiſh here 
A life of mis . — — — 

This he promis'd to confirm 

By figns undoubted ; thunder, or the ſound 
Of dreadful earthquake, or the lightning's blaze 
Launch'd from the arg of Jove. | 


FrxANKLin's SOPHOCLES. 


In Mr. KLorsrocx, the death of Adam is pro- 
nounced by an angel, the time of his diſſolution 
r _" 
accompany it foretold. 


— O man, of earth created, 


| Hear thy Creator's will: before the ſun 


Shall to the foreſt of the cedars ſlope 


His courſe declining, 46 Thou ſhalt die the death.“ 
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The death which waits thy race, ſhall ſometimes fall 
Like ſleep upon them ;/ ſometimes be agony 
Diſtorting : for thee, Thou ſhalt die the death. 
At that laſt mament, thou ſhalt ſurely know - 

My near approach ; o'er theſe ſame rocks my ſteps 
Shall thunder; I will ſhake them horrible 

To their foundations deep: thy faculties 

Of fight ſhall all be daz d. Thou ſhalt ſee nought; 
But the huge rock's convulſive ſhake, with noiſe 
Like thunder's craſh, ſhall burſt upon thine ear 

Ere the ſun ſhall reach the foreſt of the cedars. 


In Sophocles the unhappy king is baniſh'd from 
his throne, and turned an outcaſt from his country, 
by his children and ſubjects; a diſtreſſed, ſightleſs 
wanderer, who has left to his ſons the dreadful in- 
heritance of a bloody inveterate war, and the hor- 
rible maledictions of an injured parent. Here the 
father of mankind, driven from the ſeat of happi- 
neſs, condemned to Iabour, pain, and death, tranſ- 
mits that curſe, which he has pulled upon an. 


to all poſterity. 


Edipus, ſtung with their cruelty and ingratitude, 
in the bitterneſs of anguiſh curſes his own children. 
Adam bleſſes his, and whilſt he is dying ſheds tears 
of blood for the ci, which his diſobedience had 
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vi P. R. E F A. C E. 
entailed upon them. The firſt is ſupported in the 
day of his death by his two daughters, Antigone 
and Iſmene, who endeavour to give him comfort and 
aſſiſtance in the midft of his ſorrows. The latter, 
unwilling to encreaſe the diftreſs of his family by ſa 
' humiliating a ſpectacle, chuſes his beſt beloved ſon | 
Seth, to impart to him alone all his ſecrets and 
afflictions, and expire in his arms. Both Adi pus 
and Adam are. ſhocked, by an interview, for the 
laſt time, with their unnatural ſon ; which CEdipus 


conſents to at the requeſt of Theſeus, and Adam 
from a thorough reſignation to the will of God. 


THESEUS. 


A man they ay, 
Who boaſts himſelf by blood allied to thee, 
At Neptune's altar, while I ſacrific'd, 
In humbleſt poſture ſtood. 


_ CEpievs. 


What could it mean? 
Whence came he? 


THESEUS. 


That I know not; this alone 
They told me, ſuppliant he . much 
To talk a-while with thee. | 
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otros. 
of $9224 With me! tis firange, 
And yet methinks important 732546 ee 
| Taxtstvs. 


He defired 
But to converſe with thee, and then depart. 


CEzpievs. | 
Who can it be? | TONES y 
Tazsevs. 


Haſt thou no friend at Argos, 
None of thy kindred there who wiſh'd to ſee thee? 


Epirus. 
No more my friend. 
| THESEVUS. 
What fay' thou ? 
orrus. 
Do not aſk me. 


| Tuxszus. 
Aſk what — 
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oinvs. 
af I know him now: I know too well 
Who's at the altar. 
| Tusszus. ' 
Who is it? 4 
Evievs. | 


r 
That hateful ſon, whoſe voice I loath to hear. 


Targstvus. 


But why not Hoke him? ſtill thou 8 N refuſe 
What he ſhall aſk. 


CEgvpirevs. 


I cannot, cannot bear it. 
Do not oblige me. 


&c. &c. 


Let the reader compare this ſcene with the ſe- 
cond ſcene in the ſecond act, and he will find 
that the German poet is every way equal to his 
model, and proves the ftrength of his invention, 
even while we perceive his imitation, As the 
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tragedies of Sophocles are now in the hands of 
the Engliſh reader, tranſlated by a very maſterly 
hand, he may purſue the parallel between our 
German and the Grecian at his leiſure ; and, ſhould 
the tranſlations be equal, he will perhaps always like 
that the beſt which he reads laſt. 


PER- 


ADAM., Es. 

Cain. SELIMA. 

SgTH. Tae ANGEL or DEATH, 

EuAx. Three mothers, who bring 

8 their ſons to Adam. 
UNIM., 


SCENE, A. BOWER, 


At the bottom of which is Adam's dwelling, and 
4 ca 5 the altar of ABEL. 


TH. 


THE 


DEATH OF ADAM. 


e 


SELIMuA and SET R. 


SELIMA. 


AIL happy day! ſacred to wedded love ! 

How pure and calm ſhines out thy chearful light! 
What happineſs, ſurpaſſing all the joys 
My childiſh years have known, I taſte this day! 
To view the labours of the virgin train 
Which deck my bridal bow'r, our mother Eve 
Haſtes all delighted, and with hand maternal 
Entwines the cluſt'ring foliage. I mean-time . 
Come forth to gather fruits of taſte delicious, 
Which I have plac'd upon the tender graſs, 
That ſo my brethren and my fiſters, from 
The nuptial bow'r returning, may relieve 
Their toil with exquiſite repaſt ; around 
The ready fruits I've ſet the luſcious grape; 
The ſweeteſt ſhall be Eman's ; for his taſte | 
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Alone I pluck'd it, and have ftrew'd it o'er 

With ſhelt'ring leaves yet gliſt' ning with the dew. 

O happineſs fincere ! the virtuous Eman 

Deigns to make me his choice ; yes Eman loves me. 
When the bright ſun fhall ſlope his weſtern courſe * 
Beneath th* horizon, then, for the firſt time, 

Shall Adam's daughters bring their infant ſons 

Of three years growth, unto their genial fire, 


That he may bleſs them; that holy office done, 


Th' enraptur'd father, with a heart-felt joy, 
Shall lead us to the bow'r, and nuptial bed — 
My brother ! why that downcaſt look of care? 
Why fades the ſmile upon thy lips ? 


SETH. 


O Selima ! 
The thought of thy approaching happineſs 
Fills all thy brother's ſocial breaſt ; that thought 
Poſſeſſes me entire; and wherefore then 
Seem I to thee to wear the brow of grief ? 


SELIMA. 
Alas! you anfwer in a tone of voce, 
Spite of yourſelf betraying ſecret woe. 
SETH. 


Know I a ſecret I'd conceal from-thee ? 
It ſhall be ſo.— J had reſolv'd indeed, 


„ OF. 4D aun 


To mourn in ſilence; — but my own frank nature, 
Thy tears, thy grief, and ſoft anxiety, _ 

Have wrench'd it from me. Yet, deareſt ſiſter, 
Let not this ſorrow overwhelm thy ſoul. 

— Thou know'ſt how tenderly I love my father — 
Alas! while at the entrance of the bow'r 

Thy fond regards purſued our mother Eve, 

I ſaw him proſtrate at the altar's foot _ 
Which Abel rais'd. Diſtreſs, and grief extreme, 
O' erſpread his viſage; and his troubled mind 
Seem'd labouring with uncommon weight of woe. 
hut without cauſe perhaps my tenderneſs 
Alarms me, and creates fantaſtic fears. 


SELIMA, wo 
Shall I go ſee him? With endearment kind 
Pll hang upon him, preſs his hands with mine, 
Pll look upon him with the looks of love 
And filial duty, Pll beſeech, conjure him, 


To maſter all his woes. — O-my dear brother ! Io 


Alas! what means that ſudden guſh of tears, 


That courſe each other down your manly cheek ? 


Something of greater woe remains untold. 
| SBTH. 
Ah me! my ſiſter, why from thy lov'd bow'r 
. Linger thy ſteps ſo long ? O thou haſt rent 


My very ſoul. My reſolution faints ; 
B 2 
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"i T'HE DEATH 
And to conceal the ſecret in my breaſt, 

I ftrive in vain; — already it eſcapes me. 

—— Ne'er did my eyes, O Selima, behold 

My father ſuch as he appears to-day. 

He paſs'd me near; and all his countenance UN 
Seem'd faded. A dire paleneſs overſpread it; 
His footſteps totter'd, and with efforts weak, 

He ſcarcely dragg'd his trembling limbs along. 

His eyes were fix d immoveable on me, 

And yet he ſaw, me not; he enter'd ſtrait, 

And to the altar urg'd his feeble way. 

I heard him pray aloud ; I ſaw him tremble 

With horror's agony; his ſtruggling words, 


Choak' d up with grief in frequent broken ſighs, 


Scarce forc'd a paſſage. — Since you came here, 
J have not heard him. —*Twas your requeſt, and I 
Have, nought concealed ; — but liſten, Selima, 
Doſt thou not hear his ſteps ? *Tis he; this way 


The fire of men rn 


SCENE IE 


| al 82 R, Rte 


ADAM. 
* 2 What fight is this? 
My fon! my 1 Seth with. Selima! [ Aſide. 
This is a day of darkneſs and of terror; 
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To you it will be golden, Selima; tl — 
Go ſeek your mother, and, with her delighted. 
Cull flowrets ſweet to deck thy fragrant bow 'r, 


And dreſs thee gaily for thy nuptial dax. 


Tell her, tis I command it; and moreover, 
That in ſubmiſſion to thy father's will, 

Thou wilt forbear the cuſtomary rites 

Of pairs new wedded for this day. 


SELIMA. 


O father! 
I obey. 


SCENE II. 


ADan.;:3.2T 8 


ADAM. 


Excellent child ! dear Selima! 
She has indeed a ſoul of virtue. 
Saw'ſt thou not, ſon, when thus compell'd to leave ne, 
What tenderneſs and care unutterable 
Her looks, her geſtures ſpake ? May righteous heav n 


Pour down its, choiceſt gifts of bleſſings on her! 


— 0 my ſon! the time, the moment is at hand, 
When I ſhall never look upon her more. 

Such as ſhe is to day, in that bleſt time 

Ere heav'n had curſt the earth, ſuch then was Eve. 


6 THEDEATH 


n her, thou God Almighty, pow'r thy n. 
My ſon, my beſt of ſons, attend my words; 
Thou know'ſt,—I know thou doſt, the pow'r ſupreme, 
CREATOR of all beings, and revereſt his laws. 
Thou art a man, and I dare prove thy virtue: 
Thou ſhalt know all, — come hither, —neareryet,— 
Seth | my child [Embraces him. 
. I die to-day. 


| SETH. 
O Adam! O my father! 
ADbAu. 


Dread amazement 
Clogs up expreſſicn. — He is ſilent.— 
How ſoon ſhall death, in adamantine ſtlence, 
Cloſe up my mouth, and that for ever! Seth, 
Look up, be more collected; thy ſorrow ; 
Strikes heavily upon me, and I feel my heart 
Already burſting. —With attentive ear 
:Liſt to my words; a more tremendous voice 
Will wound thy father's ear, when he ſhall hear 
The name, the dreadful name of death : thou alone 
Of all my children wilt behold me die. 
Thou wilt alone perform the laſt kind office. 
— Yes, — I'm as certain I ſhall die to-day 
As I was certain of my life, when firſt 
I roſe from earth, and with erected viſage 
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Turn'd up my wond'ring eyes to gracious heav'n. 
As at the entrance of my verdant bow'r 

I fat, in calm tranquillity reflecting 

On the fond loves of Selim and of Eman, 

And to ſecure their bliſs by wedded rites, 


A ſudden ſhock daz'd all my ſenſes; — no emotion 


-Of awful fear, or pang of deſperate grief ; — + 
No, — twas th approach, the ſure approach of death. 
Death like a torrent ruſh'd thro? all my veins, | 
And ſeem'd to crumble all my bones. To this ſhock 
An univerſal languor ftrait ſucceeded ; | 
Which, had it laſted, would have chain'd my tongue up 
As thine at preſent ; nor grief found utt'rance | 
But in half words, and ſobbings inarticulate. 

—0O Seth, my child, my well-beloved-ſon, 

Brother of Abel! - yet I complain not 

Of my loſt ſtate ;— Complaint is not for Adam. 
From the dread moment of that fatal ſhock, 

The thought of death immediately poſſeſs'd me. 
This day, faid I, will be my laſt; nor yet. 

Can I ſhake off the black idea from me; 

It harrows up my ſoul : — where'er I go, 

Fear ftill purſues me, ruſhes thro* my veins, 

And paints ſtrange fancies to my wand'ring eyes. 
But more remains behind, as yet untold. 

The ſad rememb'rance of a dread event, 

To you unknown, now doubles all my woe. 


$ THE DEATH 


When now th'* ErgRRNAL's terrible decree 

Had fixt my doom, and terror's keen ſenſations 
Scarce found a reſpite ; lo! before me ſtood 

A ſpirit ſent by God's permiſſive will, 

Th' angel of death! and with terrific voice 7 
Addreſs'd me trembling thus: Remember, Adam, 
« Me thou ſhalt ſee again; and in that day 
When thou ſhalt 1 thy ſentence paſt, 
« I will reviſit thee.” —O my dear ſon, 

With ſtrange affright I wait this meſſenger, 

More dreadful ſtill, if not announc'd before. 

Lift up thy eyes, my child, to gracious heav'n; 
The God, who in his wrath remembers mercy, 
Will with the bitter of my ſorrows here 

Mingle ſome ſweet. —This prediction horrible, 
As yet, I know, is not at full accompliſh'd ; 

As yet, the meaning of thoſe dreadful words 

I comprehend not, ** Thou ſhalt die the death.” 
What torment *tis, thou wilt be witneſs of ; 

Tis not mere death appals me; ages now 

Have roll'd, nor ever found me unprepar'd ; 

But *tis the horror of a thing unknown, 

That agitates my ſoul. | 


SETH. 


Oh my father ! 
Oh heaven! will you then die? 


=. a x } to us 


o F A D A M. 3 
ADAM. 


Fleſh of my fleſh! blood of my blood! my children! 
Oh !-with what joy I could remain n you.” * 


SBTH. 


Stay then, my father; midſt your children ftay ; 
Live happy long, nor have a will to die. 


| Ava. 


Leave me, my child, my ſoul is link'd to thine ; 

And all the ſoft emotions of thy breaſt 

Strike with redoubled force on mine.—Leave me, 

And let us, with ſubmiſſive awe, adore 

The judge whoſe ſentence will'd my death. 
SETH. 

Prais'd, prais'd be his name; — but, my dear father, 

Your children know your tenderneſs extreme, 

And love parental; fear of ſeparation 

Makes you regard that ſudden ſhock of nature, 

As the fore-runner of approaching death, 

Which might ariſe but from the ſtrength of health, 


That health robuſt which has reſiſted till, 
Vigorous and firm, and flouriſh'd many ages. 


$85 


Aſide.] How can I anſwer to ſuch filial love! 
Aloud.) O wretched, wretched Adam, perhaps e en now 
6 


THE DEATH 


| Th? angel of death is near me; now perhaps - 
He comes in terrors to announce my time, | 
The dreadful moment which appals my ſoul. . 


Thou miniſter of terrors, dreadful angel, 
Appear not yet, nor with thy fearful aſpect 1 


Shock my beſt, duteous child, Seth, my ſon, 


Behold that ſhrine, thy brother Abel's altar; 


Vou ſee it ſtain'd with blood : there turn thy ſteps, 


Lift up thy hands, thy ſoul to heav'n; if a 4 
A ſingle day be added to my years, | 
That day en ſhall gain. 


Sn. | 
Father, I obey. 


SCENT IV. 
Avan, Sol. 


He's gone; — but were his b more fervent ſtill, 
Great God! thou wilt not deign to grant them. 

— What dreadful horrors ſhake my ſoul agen! 

The faintneſs ceaſes, and o'er all my heart 

Ruſh wild affright and terrible diſmay, 


And in their rear bring death. feel it now. E 
As yet, with trembling ſteps, I walk the earth ; S; 
Soon to be mixt with it agen for ever. 1 
But ſnould my deareſt Eve, my children too H 


Should theybehold mydeath.,— O dreadful thought! 


oO F/ A'D A N 7% 


f A thouſand times more dreadful, than the image 


Of my corrupt and livid body. Eve, 

My ſoul's beſt darling; ſoft, affectionate 
Companion of creation ; thou perhaps 
With me created, with me too ſhalt die. 

That knoweft thou alone, O God ſupreme, 

Thou whoſe-juft vengeance pour'd the wrathful dooms. 
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Apa. SET R. 


ADA. 


My ſon! return'd already! have thy pray'ts - 
With ſuppliant zeal beſought th' almighty God?” 


SET R. 


| My ſoul ne'er felt ſuch fervency before ; 


For O! my thoughts were loaded with diſtreſs, 
And horror dwel# within me. 


ADAM. 


Hear me, Seth ; 
Eve with herdaughters,— ſhould they here perchance 
Surprize us, they would ſee me die. Go, haſte, 
Tell 'em, my child, I mean this day to offer 
Holy ſacrifice, and would be alone, 
C 2 
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Till the bright ſun withdraw — 1 
Beneath the neighb'ring mountains, 2 ; 
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Thou know'ſt with filial duty Tre obey'd thee. 
But now to leave thee in this dreadful time, 
Startles imagination with ideas | 
Fraught with ſtrange horror. But now thy Selima 
Departed from 'thee, overwhelmed with care, 
And plung'd in all the bitterneſs of woe. 
My ſorrowing looks, alas! eſcaped her not. 
She wept, and wiſh'd to know the cauſe ; her tears 
Perforce o'ercame me, and I told her all. 
Told her the fight theſe aching eyes beheld, 
_ When I obſerv'd thee trembling, weak, and pale, 
With tott'ring ſteps approach. the ſacred altar. 


„ 


ADAM. 


O heav'n! al will . 
My griefs will do their work the ſooner. 


ip STR. 


T hear 


The tread of aſt der. this way approaching 3 


S5 98. 


e 


i 


| 


4 | 
80 f60n ! 


My children! O my children ! O father, 


Moſt wretched of all fathers ! 
SCE N. E VI. 


AD In, Dov * Ana 


ADAM. 


Afide.] Her countenance is fickley'd o er with — 
How pale ſhe looks! Such was niy Abel's hue 


When I beheld him at the altar's foot, 
Stretch'd wan and lifeleſs. —O my daughter, 


Why are thy looks aghaſt! Whence all that horror! 


SELIMA., 


; ,: Mi father, 
If I have ſwerv'd from duty, nor obey'd 
Thy late commands, for pity's ſake forgive ' 
Thy daughter. As at thy bidding, forth I went 
To join my mother Eve, reflecting oft 
On Seth's ſad ſtory; quick, as light'ning's blaze, 
A ſhock unfelt before beat at my heart ; 
My eyes were dimm'd ; *twas darkneſs all around me, 


And all my ſenſes ſeem'd at once ſuſpended. 
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| When I awoke from this firange fleep, I found - | 
Myſelf, unknowing, ſtretch'd upon the turf. 
— Kind parent, chide me not; have pity rather, 
If my weak ſteps n&er reach'd the bow'r. - O fire,. 
Comfort the mind of thy diſtracted Selimaa 
Aſſuage her griefs. O ſpeak to- me; ſhall I now f 
Pluck freſheſt leaves ? with filial tender care 
«T'll ſtrew them lightly o'er your favourite ſeat, 
Which in the fummer yields you loy'd repoſe. 
I'll place it in the ſhade, and there refreſh'd, 
You. La behold your children gather round you. 


Ab AM. 


Riſe, Selima, my deareſt daughter, riſe ; 
Calm your diſtreſs ;-— but leave us now alone. 
I have, of import, much to talk with Seth. 
Our bow'r of late I noted; — it wants dreſſing. 
The ſtraggling vine curls not its tendrils round 
Yon ſpreading elm, which aſks thy gentle care. 

Go, my dear child, it is my favourite tree ; 
The goodlieſt of the place. Go, * 
Be comforted, my _ 


OF A D A M a 


Ab AM, StTHn, Tur AN OEL or Dear. 
Abbau. | | 


A little while, 
And theſe fond eyes ſhall ne er behold her more. 
Thou know'ſ not what I feel, my ſon ; enn 
This deep affliction tugs at my heart-ſtrings. 
She too, my Selima, that lovely flow'r, 
Juſt in its ſpring of days, ſhall wither, 
Reft of its bloom, and tumble into duft. 
Not ſhe alone ;— her children's children too 
Shall all return to duſt like her. Thou know'f, 
And beſt of all my ſons, haſt comprehended, 
The things I told thee following my creation. 
Then, then I died ; and all my race of children, 
Io lateſt time, ſhall after me die alſo. 
EI ſhake with horror. O grief tormenting ! 
Diſtracting thought! which preſſes down my heart 
Like a vaſt rock. Go, go, my ſon, and kindly 
Pour comfort's balm on thy afflicted ſiſter. 
For me, near Abel's altar will I dig 
The grave ſhall hold my frail mortality. 


. 
| , 
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S8erk. 


No, no, my ſire, I will not, cannot, leave thee; 
Thou ſhalt not dig thy grave; in his great name 
Who rules omnipotent, I do conjure thee, ., 
O my dear father, dig not thy own grave. 


ADAM. ' 


* Here Abel refts and T will reſt with him. 
Or had you rather, ſon, behold this body 
Corruption's prey, and crumbling into worms 
1 * 


5 STR. 
| ö 
To.what dire proofs haft thou reſerv d unt 
 Avan, | 


Now now,—hacror;afright, Alk from their thrones, 
And compaſs me on all ſides; I cannot 

Look upon thee, ſon; my eyes turn backward ;- 
And,—O heav'n ! what dire convulſive ſhock 
Shakes all my bones and nerves together! O day 
Of darkneſs, day of horror! hear'ft thou, ſon, 
The rocks from all their deep foundations tremble. 


— Hither he bends his way; — tow*rds us he ſtrides ; — 


Thou hear'ft him; — hark! the hill which near the 
bow'r 


1 
* 
B 


le. 


Fi 


© AD Aan 6 


Riſes aloft, ſhakes terrible : — already 
Th' angel of death hath ftopt: — thou ſeeſt him, ſon ; 
Doſt thou not, child? [The fage is darlen d. 


SETH. 


Encompaſs'd all around, 
With gloomy horrors and the ſhades of night, 
I nought perceive ; but liſten all attention. 


ADAM. 


Hear me then ; hear the dreadful angel. 


— - Miniſter of terrors, I perceive thee now. 
Angel of death, exterminating angel, 


' Behold me here. 


ANG EIL or DeaTH. 


"4 O man, of earth created, 
Hear thy Creator's will: before the ſun 
Shall to the foreſt of the cedars ſlope 
His courſe declining, Thou ſhalt die the death.” 
The death which waits thy race, ſhall ſometimes fall 
Like ſleep upon them; ſometimes be agony 
Diſtorting : for thee, thou ſhalt die the death, 
At that laſt moment, thou ſhalt furely know 
My near approach ; o'er theſe ſame rocks my ſteps 
Shall thunder; I will ſhake them horrible 
To their foundations deep ; thy faculties | 
Of ſight ſhall all be daz d. Thou ſhalt ſee nought, 

D 
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But the huge rock's convulſive ſhake, a noiſe, 


Like thunder's craſh, ſhall burſt upon thy ear, 
Ere the ſun reach the foreſt of the cedars. 


[ Angel r, 


Abu. 


O dreadful angel! tell th' eternal judge, 
My great Creator, I adore his laws, 
And all ſubmiſſive to his holy will, 
In duteous awe await my final doom. 
But oh conjure him, for his mercy's ſake, 
To ſpare me in this agony. 


SzTH. 


O my father! 
I will die with thee; wherefore ſhould we part? 
O whither goeſt thou? 


ADAM. 


To adore my Gop. 


SCENE VII. 
Sz Tx alone. 


O ſorrow, paſt all forrows, inexpreſlible ! 

O how it rends my heart, and drags it down 
E'en to my father's grave. O thou the firſt, 
Beft of all fathers, father of all children 
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Which on their mother's breaſt repoſe, and of 
Our children's children to the lateſt time. 
— But mine, alas, will ne'er behold thoſe locks, 
Silver'd with reverend age; O day of death! 
Day of my father's death, thou comeſt alſo 
Precipitated thus, with all thy terrors, 
To prove, if with religious awe I fear, 
I reverence the Eternal. I'll go with Adam; 
With him fall proſtrate at the altar's foot. 
This trembling hand too, if its weaken'd pow'rs 
Deny not the ſad office, ſhall aſſiſt 
To dig his grave.— His grave! my father's grave! 
—Ere the ſun reach the foreſt of the cedars.— 
O word of horror! dreadful pow'r of God ! 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


THE DRATH 


Aer u. 
Nn 1. act] 
ADAM. $Sz78. 


- Ava. [Laing apon the aber before bis grove 


OW dreadful looks this earth, my ſon! no more 
That fertile earth, which I of late beheld 

Oferſpread with roſes, or in whoſe deep boſom - 
The branching cedars truck fantaſtic root. 
Here muſt I render up my body, I 23 uk 
Made by the hand of God himſelf, to duſt ; 
I who was born not of a mortal woman ! 
I feel the fatal moment not far off. 
My eyes grow dim, my arm trembles unnerv'd, 
My feet forget their office, and my breath 
Labours inceſſant. Death's cold hand is on me, 
And o'er my body, throughout all its folds, 
Stamps its own ſeal. I feel, alas! I feel, 
Buy all the heavineſs about my heart, 
By this ſtrange chilneſs which benumbs my veins, 
Now, now I die the death,— for*tis no more that ſleep 
Which locks up all the ſenſes for a tim 
In ſweet refreſhment. — Now, while I ſpeak, 
Darkneſs falls thicker on my eyes, and horror 


d 
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Spreads an univerſal night before me. 
Come, come my child, or ere this world to me 
Sha!" be no more, fain, fain would I profit 
Of that dull glimmering light which yet remains, - 
And caſt once more my laft ſad looks 
On more extenſive ſpace than this my grave. 
Open the bow'r, and on that fide which looks 
Tow'rds Eden's garden, let.theſe eyes once more 
Contemplate that delightful ſpot ; once more 
O let me breathe the chearful m life. f 


3 8278. 

Yonder are Eden's mountains. 

ADAM. ; 

Alas! my child, 

I ſee them not. The ſun perhaps, with clouds, 
Is darken'd o'er. 

SETH. 
The clouds are thick ; yet ſhade not 


All the ſun's brightneſs. 


ADAM. 


From the cedar's foreſt, 
Seems it far diſtant yet ?-— but tell me not, 
That I ſhall know full ſoon. 
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SETH, 
oF Behold thoſe clouds ; 
See how he hides his beams. 55805 
ADAM. 
Alas! my ſon; 


When in meridian glory he ſhall ſhine ; 
When he ſhall glow with purer radiance — 
—*Tis pat. I never ſhall behold it more. 
Return we to the grave; there will I fix 
My eyes. Lend me thy hand; ſupport me, ſon. 


SETH. 
Ah, my father! 
Avam. [Looking towards Eden.] 


O ye happy plains, 
Ye lofty mountains, where a thouſand ſprings 
Riſe ; and, with ſtreams luxurious, pour down 
The ſteep declivities ; ye vales eternal, 
With cooling ſhades and laughing verdure — 
Ve numerous plants, that, to the docil foot 
Of traveller, bow your low heads, and ye 
Who proudly thruſt your ſummits in the ſkies ; 
Ye bleſt delicious plains, once held fo dear; 
Where, in ſuch ſweet tranquillity, my days 
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Paſs'd finleſs ; where I beheld, delighted, 4 
My children all, with thouſand other beings, 
Throng round about me. Garden of Eden! 
Seat of delights! my guſhing tears, perforce, 
Rurſt forth when I remember all thy bliſs. 8 
O ſacred place! I will no more profane thee 
By theſe-my tears. This day, this laſt to me, 
I bid a ſad farewel ; farewel for ever. 
Alas ! thy fair abodes ſhall ſtill preſerve 
The trace of evils, which th' Eternal's curſe 
On thee, on me pronounc'd.— Let us depart, 
My ſon ; my feeble fight can ſcarce diſcern _ 
Diſtinctly ought, nor from the river's ſtream _- 
Knows the firm earth. Ah me, what torment then = 
Shall inly rend my torn and burſting heart, 
When theſe ſad eyes, of light entire bereft, 
Shall know this beſt of ſons no more? — But ſee, 
My words appal him, and he ſhakes with horror ; 
P11 ſtrive to give him courage. — Son, my child, 
I fear th* approach of Selima; the fight 
Of her affliction were a ſhock indeed. 


SET R. 


Father, I will not ſmother ought. I faw 
Deſtruction and deſpair prey on my ſiſter. 

Her ſteps at hazard rov'd ; but now ſhe ſought 
The bow'r impatient : ſoon ſhe enter'd there. 


. . „ _ * — V 
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pa 


Think® thou, Gel TE aan cone hike Gore 


Of wretchedneſs ? Bear I the marks of death?) 


Appear they on my countenance ? Thou turn'ſt 2 


Thine eyes averſe. 
3 SET n. 

Thy words affright me, father, 
And wound my inmoſt ſoul, A horrid palenefs 
Dims all thy face. I ſaw not Abel die ; 


But I beheld of late, to you unknown, 
A child expire in life's juſt opening bloom. 


ADAM. 


Then I ſhall find another of my ſons 

With Abel. How many of my children 

Havedied their deaths to me unknown ! But tell me, 
Tell me, my ſon, of him thou ſawſt expire: 
Fear'd he the Lord Almighty ? 


Ss rn. ; 
- Mod Gul ' . © 

Was ſpotleſs ; upon his countenance death 
Impreſs'd no horrors ; whilſt a heav'nly ſmile, 


In his laſt moments, ſpake a tranquil mind. 
Yet, dead! alas! my eyes, aghaſt; turn'd from 


The ſhocking ſpectacle— My fire.— Lo! Selima. 


"Is... FLY | — — 1. n " NE \ " HP 


OF AD A M. 


Ava. 


Ah me! moſt da Beal Srunim, 4 
My youngeſt born, hath diſappear d; and ſearch, 4 
— Alas, is made in vain.— Perhaps he lives not. 


. 
ADAM, SETH, SELIMA- 


SELIMA, 


Father, againſt. your orders I return, 

Imploring your paternal goodneſs ; liſt ! 

O I conjure you deign to lift L— A man,. 

His like I ne'er beheld, —prouls round the bow'r, 
Menaces me, and would confer with you. 

Fen yet I ſtand diſmay'd — Beyond a doubt, 

In other regions there exiſts a race —* 
Of men, who're not thy children; — no, tis certain, * = - 
This is no ſon of Adam. = 


ADAM. 


What's his air, = 
And what his . ſay! | " 


81114. | = 
His ftature's tall, | = 
. Yn 


me Dreadful his air, and from his hollow eyes 
ma. | 123 * 
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He rolls confuſion and diſmay; his limbs 

Are cover'd with a ſhining ſpeckled hide ; 

And in his hand he bears a maſſy club, 
Knotted all o'er : his face is pale and ſun- hurnt; 
But ah! his paleneſs is not like to yours. ry 
O father, O father! 


W 


| - — ——— 
_ - - — — — I 


1 
Was his forehead bare? 
SzLIMA- 


Scarce durſt I caſt my fearful looks upon him; 
Vet on his forehead I deſeried a fign,— 
Such as I can't deſeribe; — I know not what, 
Of terrible and dreadful. 
AD aw. 
It is Cain; 
O Seth, tis Cain. The Lord hath Grar bin we 
To render death more bitter to me. Go! 
Go Seth, and ſee if it be true that God 
Hath ſent him ; tell him to depart in peace. 
Tell him to fly my preſence! — but if ſtill 
He will appear before me, let him come. 
*Tis God who ſends him; I have well deſerv'd it. 
Cover the altar, that the guiltleſs blood 
Of his poor brother, whom he maſſacred, 
Wound not his eyes! 


i * 


. 


W,. 


o r ADAM 


s EN E m. 
ADAM, SZ LIMA. 


SELIMA- 


My father, Why that pit 
Juſt dug a at foot of th' altar? 


ADAM. 


O my child! 
Didſt never ſee a grave ? 


811184. 
A grave? my father! 
ADam. [f4part.) 


| 


O day too bitter! Cain will ſoon approach, 


And Selima 1s here. 
SELIMA. 


O anſwer me! 
Say, is my father angry with his Selima ? 
Alas! there was a time, wherein you deign'd 
To call me your dear Selima. 
E 2 
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T HE DEATH 


Ap AM. 


Still moſt dear; 
Still my beloved child. h 


Suns; : ' 


You ſaid but now, 
That Cain was come to render death more bitter; 
Alas! I ſcarce can breathe; my voice too fail: 
Ah, my dear father, mean you now to die? 


ADAM. 5 


Grievd not, my daughter, death is due to all: 

From duſt we came, and ſhall to duſt return. 

So God himſelf hath order'd, and you know it. 

Long time before thoſe eyes of yours, my child, 

Were open'd on the light, had hoary age | 


Whiten'd ys __ hut Cain— | 
$007 1 

| SELIMA, | 8 

O father, father, [ Embracing bis knees, 
By your paternal tenderneſs, by that ] 
Love which you once bore Abel, and which now 


Eman and Seth partake ; by thoſe dear babes 

Who ſhall to-day take bleſſings from your hand, 

Live, I conjure you; O, my father, live! 

Do not die yet. - 1 


n 
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ADAM. 


O daughter of my heart, 
Ariſe ; behold them here 
«TG ab 


4 
SCENE 1 

Ad.a 15 04 in, 8 ET H, SELIMA. | m_ | | | | 

O 41 = | | 
5 Is Adam that I ſee? = 
. Adam, thou wert not wont to turn ſo pale =. 
At fight of men;: thy crime hath render'd wretched. 3 
ADAM. . | I: 
Hold, I conjure thee ! look on that young girl, = 
Whoſe eyes o'erflow with tears: reſpe& her grief, | '_ | I 
Nor ſtain with blaſphemies her innocence.” 1 
i | - Cain. | | 
Her innocence ! Has that remain'd on earth, | -* -: ! = 
Since Adam has had children ? TY . = 


ADAM. 
Retire ; and Seth in due time ſhall recal you. 


\ , 
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SNN V. 


Fg 


Abbau, Cain, S:TH. SG 


, Cain! 
'Why haſt thou diſdbey'd me? Why return'd 
To this abode of peace? 
CAN. 
Who's he has brought me now before you? b 


ADAM. 


Cain. 


Inſult me not with pity! 
I aſk for none. He is thy third ſon, ' Adam. 
— I am now come to take full vengeance on thee. 


98 


STR. 


— Wend tion then, Mat Tons: 
Murder thy father? 


8 
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Cain. [Ze Seb.] 


Long e' er thou waſt born, 
I was already wretehed. Let us talk ; 
Father, I mean not to attempt your life. 


F ADAM. 
And what's the-injury you would revenge ? 
| Cain. 
The injury of having given me life. 
ADAM. 
My firſt born child, does that excite your vengeance ? 
. Cain. 


Yes, —P'll-revenge the murder I committed; 

PII revenge Abel's murder; he whoſe blood 

Goes up to heav'n, and cries for vengeance on me; 
I will revenge myſelf, for that I am 

The moſt unhappy of all children born ; 
And of all ſuch as ſhall be born hereafter. 

Sunk with the weight of guilt and miſery, 


An outcaſt and a wanderer, every where 


I bear my ſteps, and-find no reſt on earth 
Without a hope of finding it in heav'n. 
That, that's my cauſe of vengeance. 
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; So near upon my heart, as on this day, 


4 


| Tu ſatiate 8 now thy hour is come. 


Are they to me? I am the moſt unhappy 
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| Apa. 

6 Ere I fiſt 
Commanded you to come no more before me, 
Thy mouth an hundred times hath vomitet 
The ſame reproaches, which I've often anſwer'd. 
But never did your words or ravings ſtrike | 


p 


Moft cruel and moſt dreadful of my life. 
Cain. 
I was ne'er ſatisfied with thoſe your anſwers. 
But if perchance to-day, the force of truth 
Strikes deeper on the ſoul, believe not that c 
My vengeance ſhall ſtop there. O ſole amends N 
For all the woes I ſuffer, great revenge, = 
Whoſe flame conſumes me! Many an age I've ſworn i it, 2 


S RTR. 


Wretch! if thy fury has not dimm'd thy eyes, 
Caſt but a look on thoſe "6 Ammon 


Cain. 
And what 


Of all his children: he Save me that life 


nit, 


Q #, 4D ly '-» 1 
Which now I drag in mis'ry, and I will | 
Puniſh him home fort. Nought I ſee, or feel, =_ 
But my own wretchedneſs and my deſpair.  / — 
I will have vengeance. 
Aba u. [To Seth.) 
Our dread judge hath ſent him. 

How wilt have vengeance on me? I Cain, | 


Cain. 


I will curſe thee. 


ADdam. ; | 


| 

| 
O ſon ! this is too much ; curſe not thy father! f 
Now in the name of mercy, and that pardon = 
For which you ſtill may hope, I do conjure thee, - = 
Curſe not thy father Adam ! | 


_ Caix, A” 
EF” 1 


f 

I will curſe thee. 

ADAM. | 

| = 
Come hither then, and I'll point out the place 
Where you may launch your malediction on me. | 
Come, follow me! look there !— thy father's grave! 
There, curſe him there! I am to die to-day; | 

Th angel of death appear'd to tell my fate. 


. 


1 | | Cain. 


| . | 
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| 
| 


; | And what's that altar? 

1 | 'SETH. . yo 
| O Cain, O moſt finful 

8 And moſt unhappy of mankind! that altar 

-v Is Abel's altar; look upon the blood 

1 Wherewith tis ſtained: it is thy brother's blood. 


, CAIN. 


See !— from the boſom of the black abyſs, 

* Anger and fury raiſe their creſts againſt me 

| hat altar; Oh! that fatal altar there, 

N Cruſhes me like a rock: — where am I? — where 
A Is Adam ? — Adam, lend an ear My curſe 

1 Begins to fall upon thee on this day; 

4 I bis day, thy laſt: Oh, may thy agony 

Be all made up of fear, deſpair, and horror ; 
The agony of agonies ! —The dread image 

Of vile corruption ſtill be preſent. — 


ADAM, 


Hold! | 
My firſt-born ſon! O hold! appalling ſentence 
Of death denounced ! now firſt I comprehend 
Thy aweful meaning! ceaſe, my ſon ; Oh ceaſe 
To aggravate my grief and my misfortunes. 


Wi of 4 AA © ky — 


ſe 


Cain. 


Ah wretch ! What have I done! Pye ſhed the blood 
Of my own father.— Ha! Where am If —Who 
Will ſnatch me from this horrid place? O who 
Will plunge me headlong down the dark abyſs ? 

— But I behold my father. Is it he? 

Is it a ſhadow? Is't a phantom ? Oh, 

My father, turn thoſe looks away.—Ah who. 


Will drag me far, far from thee? © [Excit raving. · 


SCENE VL 
ADAM. SETH. 


ADAM. 


| His dread cries, 
Have ſtruck ev'n to the bottom of my ſoul ; | 
Follow him, Seth. Alas ! he too's my ſon. 
Go, tell him he has not committed ought 
Of violence againſt me, and his rage 

I pardon ; above all, who ſpecial: hand, 
Not to recal it to his memory,, | 10 
1 1 \ 
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s CEN E vn. 
Abe u. [Solus,] 1 


What is the conflict then this day I feel ? 
My mis'ry's at its height, and Tam cam. 
O torments} which already Pye enduf d. 
Can you grow ftronger at approach of death... 
If fo, thou deadly calm, in thy dull een 
Wrap all my faculties, chain up my ſenſes, 
And, like a victim to the altar brought, 
Crown'd with freſh garlands, lead me to the grave. 
O grave, which ſilence and her ſiſter death 
Inhabit, like a worn-out traveller, 
Thou ſhalt receive me to thy cold dank boſom, 
Thence never to return,—And thou, bleſt ſoul, 
Soul of my child, my Abel, in this hour 
= Wand'reſt, perhaps, around thy father's grave,— 
3 If chou wert preſent, my beloved ſon, . 
4 When God Almighty, in his juſt decree, 
) Charg'd the dread angel to announce aloud, ' - Tt 
N My hour of death: O come before my ſoul | 
When it ſhall hover o'er my trembling lips 
And theſe dim eyes fall fightleſs dark for ever. | 
O Abel! Oh, how different thy death T 
From mine! all bath'd in blood, thou heav'dſt but thrice 
A parting groan, and then thy death was ſleep. 
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ADAM. s ru. | 


Sen, . 


Cain, I o'ertodk, = my father; — ftretch'd a length 
I found him on the ground. As from afar © 

He ſaw me, trait he rais'd his head, and ws 
Aloud, I die.——O bring me of that ftream 

A little draught to quench the thirſt that burns me. 


Inſtant I drew him water; gave it him; 


He drank, refreſh'd : and then I told him all 
As you commanded : — ftrait he ſtarted up, 

And fix'd at once his ſteady eyes on me: £6 
— It ſeem'd he would have wept, but could not ; 
Then cry'd at length, —yes, — he is my father; 
He pardons me: well, heav'n ſo pardon him. 


Ab AM. 


It is enough, my ſon. 


- S8oTn. 
15 Wt To me; my fire, . 
Thou ſetmſt more calm. | $3843 
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Apa. 
And, truſt me, ſo I am. 


SETH. * OG 
The cauſe I know not, but within me too 
Tranquility revives ; fay, Is1 it faintneſs? 


Is it a power ſupernatural, | 
Which e 


4. 


| Let us prove, my ſon, 
If this ada hath taken root 

Deep in the ſoul, or if its falſely late ring; 
Anſwer me, Seth; as thou returnedſt hither, 
Didſt chou behold the ſun? 


Fir 


"Twas half ad. 
With clouds, and more than half its yan" it hath 
Perform'd already. 


ADAM, 


Already! O my ſon, 
Look up grow the clouds light, and fade away! 
Comes thy dear mother here? — Agen, agen, 
This oy + ſorrow preys upon my ſoul. 
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Wretched, if I behold her looks agen ; | 
More wretched ſtill, to ſee that face no more. 
—— Shall I ſend for her?— Shall I ſhut the bowr 
Againſt her, and preclude her from all entrance? 


SeTH. 


The clouds ſtill thicken, and my eyes as yet 
See not her footſteps hitherways advance. 


ADAM. 


What can I do?—to thy eternal will, | & 
O pow'r ſupreme, who ruleſt the radiant ſun, - 
Who didft thyſelf commiſſion thy dread . 
T' announce my death, I bow all lo Www: 
Thy will be done. My child, my eldeſt born; 
For Cain hath curs'd me; Abel is no more; 

When thou ſhalt bow beneath the weight of age, = 
And thy white locks be filver'd o'er by time, © i : 
The children of my children, and their race, i | 
Shall gather round thee, and beſpeak thee thus. wn 
Thou who didft ſee our father Adam die, | | 
Tell us the words which in his laſt ſad moments | K 
Our general parent ſpake ;—and thou, alas! = 
Tormenting thought! ſhalt. anſwer thus; on me, CE 
Juſt at the fatal moment of his death WM 
Leaning, all woe— begone, he cry'd.— My children, a= 
That curſe, that dreadful curſe which follows me, 
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Hangs o'er ye all; and I, your father, I 
Have pull'd it on ye. The juſt eternal pow'r, 
Which from the firſt created me immortal, 
Placed life and death before me, with free-will 


To chuſe. Fool that I was ! I graſp'd at more, 


More than immortal ſought to be, and choſe | 
Death !— But hark! What is't I hear? the mountains 
Send hideous cries, and echo loud lamentings. 
Diſtreſs ſtalks o'er the vale beneath.—See, ſee 
The father, — Sight of horror, fight diſtracting! 
Buries his daughter, and the deſperate mother 
For her own ſon prepares the grave; — and there 
Children attend their mother to the tomb.— 
Mark! how yon widow round the ghaſtly corpſe 
Of her lov'd huſband, clings diſconſolate z— 
And ſee a ſiſter, with her ſocial tears, 
Bedews a brother's tomb ;— and there a friend, 
O'er his half-ſelf, ſcatters the mould'ring duſt. 
The plighted wife, here digs the grave for him 
Her vows were plighted to. O children, children, 
If ye behold my grave, turn not your eyes, 
Nor o'er my aſhes, and my memory, heap 

Your dreadful curſes : —let rememb'rance rather 
Of this your wretched father, let the fight 
Of this his grave, awaken all your pity. 
Will ye refuſe me that, which God made man, 
The day ſpring from on high, and glad ſalvation 


n, 
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To all mankind ſhall not refuſe?— He, he 
Will have pity on me. Tell them, my ſon, 
But for a bleſt Redeemer, I had been 
Cruſh'd with the weight of death, and in the fight 
Of my Creator, a mere, mere nothing. | 
[He fits upon the altar, near the grave. 


SzTH, 


See, his head droops ; his eyes are cloſed ;— alas 
He dies. —0 Adam, O my father, yet 
Breath'f thou this air. 


ADAM. 


Leave me;— een in the midſt 
e I feel, I know not what, 
Of pleaſing languor ſteal upon my ſoul.— 


Ah me, this ſleep will be my laſt. 


SETH. 


| How ſudden 
Falls the calm ſleep upon him! his eyes are 
Clos'd in ſweet tranquillity : — let me, 
With pious reverence, ſhroud that aged head. 
No good old man, thou beſt of fathers, I 
Will not pour curſes on thy memory.— Ha, 
What is't I ſee—— The ſun almoſt hath reach'd 
His courſe. O ſight diſtracting —what's this too: 
G 
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| My mother! — but alone ſhe comes not.ever, 
Her children always throng about her ſteps. 
—— Tis ſhe, tis ſhe herſelf;—burſt, burſt my heart. 


Cruſh'd down to earth with my own weight 7 
Shall I yet feel more agonizing pain? | 
I will retire to recolle& my ſtrength, 

And ſteel my boſom for this laſt dread ſhock. 


by END OF THE .SECOND ACT. 
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Ss. CR NS: 4 
Eve, on one fide. 8211 u. A, on the other. 
| | SnuLIMaA. Wh 
E H O LD! my mother comes, —alas! my fears! 
I cannot bear to look upon- her now. 
| Eve. 
What means this ſolitude? this filence dread ! 


Where is my Adam? where my duteous Seth? 
Where ſhall I find my Selima ? where are they? 


' Now let them come to ſhare a mother's joy. 


O day of tranſport, unexpected bliſs ! 


For now-I.am the happieſt of all mothers.. 


SCENE I. 
SzTH, EvB.: 


Sz TH. [Without being ſeen by his mother.) 


O grief extreme, anguiſh ineffable, 
Write not your marks upon my viſage now, 
: G 2 
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; 
| 
4 
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. 


Ae pow'rs divine, now in this hour of need 
Endue my ſoul with more than common ſtrength, 
That I may bear this ſhock. | 


Eve. | 
Behold my Seth. 
Oh my lov'd fon, I am of mothers ſure 


Moſt bleſt. Where, where is Adam? lead me to him. 


ON e Red nts. 


2 þ SETH. 
My father ſleeps. 
Evs. 


Where flzeps he ?—1 will wake him, 
e eee 


SnTH. 


He clos'd his eyes but now,—Oh | I conjure thee, 
Wake him not, mother ; for ſome moments yet 
Let him enjoy the calmneſs of repoſe. 

6p „ 
No, I will haſte; Pll wake him inſtantly. 
O happineſs! O tranſport! | 


4 
] 
] 
1 
I 
Y 
Y 
1 
A 
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33 
Good mother, 
Once more break not his ſleep. It is not I, 


"Tis Adam ſues, and by his ſpecial order 
I do intreat it of you. 
Eves. 

Well, let it beg © 
His ſleep will not be long, and he will wake 
To joys exceeding utterance. Adam, 
I'm ſure, will ſoon awake. My fon, my ſon, 
Pve found thy youngeſt brother; Sunim's found. 9 
Long time, you know, we have bewail'd his loſs. | 
Bewilder'd in the deſart's pathleſs way, 
He ſought in vain to reach ſome brother's bow r. 
A miracle has ſav'd his life, and tis ö 
A miracle hath brought him hither; but 
He ſhall tell his father all, and in his ear 
Pour joyful tidings.— Oh, my lov'd Sunim! , 
Beats not his breaſt with quick ſenfations now ? 
Does he not long to ſee, t'embrace his father ? _ 
But I've withheld him yet. With the three mothers 
Who here conduct their infant progeny, 
Voung bloſſoms of fair hopes, my Sunim comes. 
Then will I fill the meaſure of my joys, _ 
And to the nuptial bow'r conduct my Selima. 


” - * a — 
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Where ber- . 


K THE DRA 
Who could divine, my Sunim ſhould return 
„ 


1 * 


Sen. „ 


o thou mot wsden moſt beloy'd of mothers. 7 


P 

But wherefore all theſe heavy looks of woe ? 

Wwun en 
n Szrn, 


Think isse ell but admiration, mother, | 
Which paints my looks; a thouſand diffrent thoughts 
Work in my mind, and I am all amazement. _ 


Eve. 


See, * * hs e come, — 
I will awakte Adam. | | ; 


D 


Sen, FR 
| Wretched Eve! 
You ſeek him there in vain. 
actos 5 Ev. 
Where is he then? 


ASSES] > 1 


* 1 f EAT 
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oO. A DA M . 
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% - 


$278. 
Near that altar, there. | 
's Evs. | 600 Fn 
By Abel's altar? 8 
_ 


Yes, — he there, himſelf 
Hath choſe his | THIN CR _ 


ET 51 
—. Atl 242 
8 C E NE III. | 2 662: ve 


Evs. [Liſting up the wil before the atar.) \ 
EVE. 


Will not · chat altar wake his griefs afreſh, 
And feed remembrance of his Abel's death? 7 
—- How's this, my ſon? his face is cover'd k. 
What means that earth dug up? Has Adam ſought 
His ſon's remains? Alas l that cruel fight 


will wound him e'en to death. My child, mySeth! 


Thou anſwer'ſt not ſpeak to thy mother, ſon, 
Sr n. 


That which thou lock 't on, mother, is—a grave. 


— — * 


- i 
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EVZ. | 
Cover thoſe bones, my.child ; wound not my fight 
With my ſon's bones: —alas, I cannot bear it. — 

SET R. 
They are not here. 
. 3 | : Evs. | - 
Ah me! they're fall'n to duſt. 
Alas, my ſon, thy father ſleeps in pain. 
See his breaſt heaves.—0O God ! his hands are ſtain'd 
With a wan livid hue. 
8 ETR. [ Looking towards the ſun.] 


| So near already 
The cedar foreſt !—O my dear mother, 
I can refrain no more; — tis Adam's grave. 
Behold, it is my father's grave: — before 
The ſun hath paſs'd the foreſt of the cedars, 
Adam ſhall ſurely die. Himſelf hath ſeen 
Th angel of death; too have heard him. 
He will return, he will return, my mother, 
That rock ſhall all be rent, and then — 

[Eve faints at the fide of the altar. 


I 


— 2 


O Fl AUD ATA M 
I . 
O i 
How dreadful art thou ows — wilt be ſure 
More ſoft, and leſs difturb'd with horrid fears, 
When in that grave. cloſe theſe eyes for ever. — 
What haſt thou done; my child ? why haſt thou brought 
My Selima ?— Be 1 5 cee 0 — 


Thy mother Eve lives yet. 
* 4 
| CADE, CV I, I am ſhe: © oO RL 2 
If thou Pars oc URI ud 
Trembling and faint with grief, O hear me Adam; | 
I am not Selima. F 
; 304617} L350 50487 Eh LA [SY 48 Hh 200 46] 
LY ic Ann, i 3th : 1 lade 
| 8 O d if] 1 h. ſe r r os > ATP 


Will ſtrike me T Wn now I Tok Goes 1 


Thy horrors _ ED „ nt SSNTENTS $39. RTE 
20 4 , * 1675 * 10 4% 1 8 
| 8 ETH. | [Embracing bis knees.] 


Doeſt chou then die, my father ? 


297i tis Ad So SS pads 271 Ad £70746 
ADAM; amin booth tig al 
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Hath the rock trembled you's 7 vim b var avid 
* 999 Critics as 
» H 
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SET AH. 
ARE FO 
[2 N. 
| * 3 1 N 
160 1719 


| A 3 201 N My.fon, Ks 87 * 
Bupport my ſeps; conduRt we to cy father... 
| —Doft chou notknow me, Adam .. 


: a 37 
+ ADamn 


22. 6 


By thy voice 
Thou mouldſt be Eve; but theſe dim eyes, ales! 
Diſcern not ought of well-known feature now. 
> £514 9X WW; , Evx. l f - 

Hath not the angel join'd my name with thine ? 

Shall I not die with thee? alas! thou knoweſt 
That hope ſpake comfort in the days of grief, 
And ſoften d all my anguiſh. Was not I 

With thee created and muſt I ſurvive 

Thy hour of unt, abandon'd! ! lan! alone! 


* 


#4 


Tile, 4 deareſt of all wives! O TY 

In this dread time, ftill dearer to my heart; 
Eve my belov'd, my partner from creation! | 
Theſe 3 eyes cannot behold thee now, 


0 r A D AM 


And only open to pour down their vanes: 
Leave me; thy ſorrows but embitter mine, 
Aug make e'en death N 


SIB. [Aa.] 
Hearne! the thee mothers t00!— behold them here 


* * 
= : 1 


| Avan, h 
What noiſe is that? who comes this way, nee 
SETH. 


Lo! the three mothers hither bend their eps = 


8 CEN EE IV. 
ADA, Eve, SETRH. | | | 


[The three mothers, with their children; Sanin on one 
fide, Selima and Eman on the other.] * 
| 8211 a 9 


I will join hen, Nr r 
So will I enter too | | 


H 
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What i isꝰ't ſee 5 


as Mornen. 3% 


Is that our father Adam! | 1 
65 ADAM..  , 
Oh my lov'd Seth! Go thou before them, ſon. 
Sia [To the three Mothers.) 
Turn not your faces thus on me; avert... . 
Thoſe looks; they mar all pow'r of ſpeech. 
[The firft covers her face, the ſecond turns aſide, 
and the third leans upon her young child. 
The bitter ſorros I unravel now. 
My heart hath been acquainted with too long. 
Adam this day, this day ſhall Adam die. 
Before the ſan ſhall to yon cedars ſlope 


Hh; 7 — child, my Selims, | Mt 
I'Il not be parted from thee; "bat alas <; 


" 
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His courſe declining, —he ſhall die. Th angel 

Of death already hath he ſeen; agen 

That angel ſhall return; and when the rock, 

Which to the bow'r ſtands neighb'ring, ſhall be rent, 
Adam ſhall be no more.—There, there's his grave. 
— O turn, ye mothers, turn your eyes from thence; . 
Nor look thus earneſt on my ner 1 v1 


4 


What voice is that which ſtrikes upon my ear, 
Amid theſe groans diſtinguiſhably loud ? 
They're not familiar ſounds : — they come not 
From Eman's voice, nor Selima's ; nor yet 
From any of the mothers. 


SeTH. 


O my father, 
In thy laſt moments taſte of comfort yet. 
That voice is Sunim's voice; thy ſon is found; 
Sunim is found. 
. 2 Ava. 

Alas! full well 1 know, 

In all my life, my Seth hath ne'er deceiv'd me 
Would he deceive me in the hour of death, ' - ! 
And cheat my ſenſes with a gleam of joy? 
— My ſon! my deareſt ſon, for me, alas! 
No mote of joy.remains on earth. 


p, 
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| Sir n. 
| : T! 
| ”_ 4 rere . T} 
| "Anat: | F 
' „ 
| Buowieredotothen near bende Beans wb < 
_— ; O let me hear his voice, O 
] '4 
| |  SBTH, T1 
eee e 5 
= Choaks up al ut rance. | T 
| Ab Aan. | 4 Fa 
Let him come nearer, 
= And feel his countenance. FE 
| ; 1 S211. ' _ 
f | | Thy child js here. ' 5 
-4 % ; | | 
Av an. [ToSunim, who embraces bis knees.) 
Ves, I perceive thee now; thou art my boy. 
: ww 0 
| ADAM. 


Seek thy mother, child. 


a „f "Nils og. 


(e Suni. 


Thy brocher, rather; for alas! n | 
Dem BY — 1 


s r. 


6 de 
ora eee 
I will be with thee ſoon. O my father, 

Since hopes are now no more, and grief extreme 
Hath reach'd its height, I muſt, —I muſt inform thee 
The ſun declines apace, and the-tall-cedars. | 
Waun — Oh father, father, n 


» 


01 


Aba. 


The fin already at the cedar's rel & 

— Come then, O death, approach; I wait thee. now. 
—O my lov'd children, how ſhall 1 pour forth * 05, 
My bleſſings on ye ? 1! by whoſe firſt ſin 
God's malediction fell on all che earth; — 7 
R INEP Fonts 


ALL, 


_—_ We conjure thee, 


— 


e 


Ys bb, -*4 hid} 4 * : 9 1 "7 Re a 
= * E - wo - 1 — 4 
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AAN. 


; \Uefing if from mes , 
I cannot give it: — Pains .unfelt before, .. - 
| And thouſand deadly thoughts of bitter . 
| Croud on my mind: — &'en now before me riſe 
| The bleſt ideas of my early days, 
=_ And form a contraſt that bein. my foul. 
=_ The thought bf immortality once more 
| | Springs wi u n and en eee e 
| Where am I now? tis darkneſs now no more, 
WO And fight retariis agen'but to behold + - | 
| The-champain'vaſt diſtain'd with reeking blood. 
| Ye ghaſtly dead, look not with hideous glare 
On 'me.—T hear your cries, O blood of man! 
Pale-thurder'd man : O dreadful, horrid blood, 
Change, change thy purple courſe, far far from me: 
O may the mountains hide thy ſtains for ever. 
ee, ſee! what mother's that? ſhe'beats her breaſt 
All frantic with deſpair : her piercing cries 
Aﬀcend to heav'n ; — and lo, that infant child, © 
hangs upon his trembling lips: alas! 
t was her only child. —See mangled limbs, 
And there a trunkleſs head 3 — away; away, 
Ye fearful objects hence.— Alas, my children, 
1 With pity's ſoft concern behold your father, 
8 And kindly lead him from thoſe plains of woe. 


<> * 
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o A an — 
sern. Ku 1d vue, 
0 gracious hear” u, if theſe my 93 hands 
Lift up to thee, if this my burſting heart, 


Which ſhares each deadly pang, ans the breaſt 


& 
L 


Of my dear father Adam — bg mn 11 
Abbau. | | | 4 
| My ſon, my Seth, ' 1 
a! Art thou {© near me, child ? I heard thy voice... f 
A ſudden calmneſs overſpreads my ſoul. £ | 
555 8E rk. 5 


} 
Eternal pow'rs ! He frniles : * near him 2 
Haſte Eve and Eman, Sunim, Selima, 
Come all; and ye, ye mothers too, approach, 
And tenderly behold this ſmile, his laſt. 1 
Behold us, father, here together all! Rt: 
Collected round thee: — O bleſs us, bleſs mt. 


? 


» 3» 


Ada. | | 


Come hither, children, here; - where art thou Set 
Come nearer yet, that I may gently lay 1 
My right hand upon thee; and on thy head. 
My faithful Eman, let me place this other: 
Let Selima join Eman, Sunim Seth. 224441 
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Come hither, mothers; bring your children here, 


Ar een may pour her bleflings on you. 
e oe Santee 


Ha 5 Fa " Evz. [Kneeling bebind.] No a 
Let me, O Adam,' . 
9 { Apa 


Rye, my beſt half, wouldft thou, iny Petar dear, 
k That I ſhould bleſs thee too ? Alas, tis all 
Thy Adam now, has left to give thee. Thou, 
= Mother of nations, ſhortly after me 
Created, after me ſhalt ſhortly die. 

; - Behold my grave. 


Evs. 


| 0 Adam, my lov'd lord! 
Thy words I feel are now the words of heav'n | 
| [She riſes and ſupports Adam: 


154+ 


: . . | AvDan.- 

F _ » EbleG you all, my children; and with you, 
Tus children of your children; all mankind. 
May God, your father, your creator God, 

| Who from the earth form'd man, and in that clay 
2 Breath'd an immortal ſoul; that aweful God, 
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Who oft, wich gracious condeſcenſion, 
Hath deign'd t' appear before me; who himſelf - 
Hath bleſt me, who hath judg'd me; that dread God, 
The king of kings, almighty and eternal, 
fy Sweeten the bitter cup of mortal life : 
O may the thought of death and diſſolution 
Serve but to waken, in the humble mind, 
The longings after immortality! ! — 
May you ſo taſte the bleſſings of this earth, 3 
As the parch'd trav'ller, at the limpid rill, i 
Who ſlacks his thirſt, and ftrait purſues his journey! 
May your ſouls rife above this earthly ſpot, 
Rich in the love of wiſdom and of virtue! 
And may you all, with humble reſignation, N 
Learn the importance of your labours here, 
And reap the price hereafter! Children all 
Love one another, for ye all are breth' ren. 
And may the generaf good of ſocial life 
Make up your ſtudy and delight on earth. 
May there be born amongſt you men like Seth, 
Still to recal your ſluggiſh minds to God; 
And when all-gracious God, in his due time, 
Shall ſend among you him who ſhall unlock | 
The gates of heav'n, that holy bleſt REDEEMER, 
Into whoſe hands I render up my ſpiritz , *' 
With holy homage lift your eyes to God, _ 


And thank the wiſdom chat created you 
Be humble and adore yet know, my children, 


Ye yu Bru ann ' 4 
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 SeTH. ov 
—_—_ * eck ſhakes! db | Lo 
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r | 8 r. H. 
14 * «+ Nowgen 4) 
It ſhakes, and ven 1 grows . 1 
ADAM. 


My judge, my God, behold me here O death, 
O death, I feel thee now:— die. | | 
| | [The rock breaks, 


